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"Sshh, here - this way," Lars leads the way through the maze of equipment and vehicles, for once avoiding the 


people bustling around The important people. The richer, more successful people. 

The bigger stars. 

They don't matter tonight, not right now. He's got more important things to worry about. One of them is the 
blonde stumbling along behind him, both of them slipping in the mud that's starting to cake their white 


sneakers. The other is the urgency building up in his stomach, in his groin 


Suddenly James pulls him to a dead stop, slapping his hand over Lars' mouth as he flattens him against the 
side of the bus. 


"The fuck..?" Lars mumbles around the hand over his mouth, eyes wide as he tries to control his breathing, 


keep quiet. 


"There's someone coming," James whispers, body pressed close to Lars’ side as he pants from the exertion of 
their running and laughing. They've escaped the celebrations, ducked away from the party as soon as everyone 
turned their back. It's like being in school again, the adrenalin as you duck under the marquee walls, holding onto 


each other as you slip in the mud, trying to be silent. 


Except they won't get detention for it, of course. No, they'll get the disapproving glares of people paying a lot 
of money for them to be there. To play nice. 


That makes it even more fun. 


Lars leans harder against James as the voices get closer, they're only a couple of rows away from their bus 


now, and he knows what's coming when they get there. 
Knows that everything they've been holding up tonight will change as soon as they close that door. 
James lets his hand drop from Lars‘ mouth and smirks down at him, resting the hand against Lars' stomach. 


“Almost there," he whispers, bending down to meet Lars’ ear, his hand sliding dangerously lower, his fingers 
playing over the waist band of Lars’ jeans. Then he burries his face against Lars' neck and lets out a muffled 


laugh, the fun of the jail-break still affecting him. 


Lars laughs back quietly, his hand resting on the back of James' head. This is still so rare - even though it's 


dark and they're well and truly alone, James isn't a toucher. He doesn't lean on Lars, the way Lars does to him. 


Lars' fingers play through the hair at the back of James’ neck, rub his scalp. James lets out a breath and 


tongues at Lars’ neck. 


He must be pretty far gone - Lars knew he was, really. It was James that suggested they bail this time - 
James that crept up to him and suggested they finish the party their own way. Even though Lars loved to 
network and meet and talk to anyone and everyone that would stand still long enough at these things, it was 
also usually him that wanted to leave, to get James back to the bus when he could. When there weren't too 


many people around, and when James was in the right mood. 


Tonight ticked every box, all they had to do was not get caught out here amongst the busses and arouse 


suspicion. 


The voices get closer and James starts to pull away, but Lars holds tight, shushing him and crouching lower 


into the shadows. Only a minute more, and they can move again. 


Just before the people reach the end of the row they're in, James loses his balance and falls from his crouch 
onto his arse, pulling Lars with him, and they spend the most critical part of their secret escape lying with 
Lars half on top of James, covered in mud, and trying not to laugh. 


It works though, and the small group of people passes by without even glancing in their direction 
Lars takes his time getting up, pressing his lips solidly to James' and rubbing his hand up the inside of James’ 
thigh while he can. Lars' exhibitionist streak loves the idea of making out in the mud where anyone could find 


them, but he knows it's never going to happen, not even in the pitch black in the middle of the night. 


He's right. James kisses him back but pulls Lars' hand away by the wrist before it can reach his crotch, 


scrambling out from under him before Lars can even complain 


"Let's go," he doesn't let go of Lars' hand as they make their way around the truck and warily up the wider, 
more used path and back into the darkness before they reach their tour bus. 


Lars pushes the door open slowly and peeks in, glad to see the interior dark and empty. 


James is right on his heels on the way up the steps, pushing the door shut with his foot, one hand still at 
Lars' waist. Finally fucking alone. 


Lars turns as soon as he clears the entrance way, pulling James closer, reaching up even as James bends 


down, meets James’ lips and opens straight away, no resistance. 


James whimpers slightly and presses himself closer, his hands at Lars' back and hips starting to rock, still 
walking Lars backwards, deeper into the bus. 


Lars barely has time to catch his breath, and he doesn't want to. The pressure and heat is closing in on him 
and he relaxes against James, lets himself be directed, trusts James not to walk him into anything. The bunks 
are too small and cramped, so they head for the back lounge. They should be fairly safe there still, they 
haven't been busted yet. 


Lars shudders as he remembers being pushed over the table, taken hard and fast in broad daylight, and 


arches against James’ touch, hands slipping down to grab at James’ ass. 


The wall comes up faster than Lars expected and he slams against it, losing his breath again. It doesn't matter 
now though, he doesn't need to run, doesn't need to be absolutely silent. 


He lets his head drop back and opens his mouth, panting loudly as James presses hard against him, his erection 


pressing into Lars’ stomach. 


"Oh, God." Lars bites his lip as James sucks at his collar bone, James' hands fumbling to undo his own jeans. 


It's been so long, they've been so busy and more and more people want to hang around them - it's so rare 


they get to bail out of something, especially together. 


"Fuck, I've missed this," James echoes Lars’ thoughts, pushing his own jeans off his hips and starting on Lars's. 
"You have no idea, fuck." There's a catch in James’ voice, like he's on the edge of his control, and that 
knowledge - knowing that James is as effected by this as he is - makes Lars' hips push forward, pressing 
against James, getting in the way of James’ efforts to undo his pants but he doesn't care. 


That sort of comment -that sort of expression of outright acknowledgement from James - deserves a 
response, and Lars lets it flow, lets out the soft moan and the way the shudder rolls through his body. He 
holds tighter to James, his hands everywhere at once as James finally rips the button free of Lars’ jeans and 
slides his hands inside, outward along his hips, as then sinks to his knees, opening the denim and kissing Lars’ 


lower belly. 


So close.. so goddamn close..'Lars thinks as James moves his lips over his stomach, his breath warm and damp 


against Lars’ skin 


"Oh God, touch me.. James, fuck, touch me." he begs as his jeans reach his knees and James still ignores his 


cock. 


Suddenly, James’ hands grab at his arse, pulling him closer, and James' mouth is around his cock and Lars is 
biting down on his own hand to keep from crying out. One of James’ hands slips around Lars' hip and cups his 
balls, rolling them as his mouth pulls back and his tongue plays around the ridges of the sensitive head. 


James' fingers search for Lars's hole, rubbing gently over it as he sucks harder, Lars’ cries and whimpers 
getting louder and his breathing even less regular. He can feel the pressure building up already, but he's 
determined to make the most of this and as hard as it is, starts to pull away, urging James back to his feet 


with his hands and incoherent noises. 


James stands quickly, his body moulded against Lars and he kisses him hard, splits his own lip open and 
crashes his teeth against Lars's in his desperation. Lars moans into James’ mouth, one hand holding James 


against him, the other searching the side-table for oil. 


Once he has it, he searches for and finds James’ hand, braced against the wall by his head, and presses the 
bottle against it. James takes it but otherwise doesn't move, and Lars brings his hand to the side of James's 
head, flexes his fingers in his hair, down his neck, and finally nudges under his chin, urging James to tilt his 


head. 


Lars breaks away from the kiss and moves his attention to James’ neck, nipping and sucking his way down, 


feeling James moan, feeling his muscles flex as he presses harder against Lars. 


"Lars... fuck yes..Uhh.. 


Lars moves down further, pushing up James’ shirt to get to his nipples, biting and pulling lightly at one as he 
kicks his own sneakers off and works his jeans off with his spare hand. The hand wraps around James's cock 
on the way back up, working it clumsily as James’ hand grips his ass again, the way James’ fingers dig into his 


flesh his reward each time he sucks harder at James’ nipples. 


Their gasps seem ridiculously loud, echoing through the bus, but the curtains are closed and the lights out. No 


one can see in, and Lars hopes no one would be stupid enough to risk their job by interrupting. 


"Oh God, Lars stop.." James whispers, voice shaky and fingers clenching convulsively at the back of Lars' head, 
and Lars does. He knows that voice, knows how close James is, and with a whimper of his own releases James' 


cock, sliding his hand up a smooth hip, over a tight belly, as he nuzzles his head against James’ chest. 


James rewards him with a long kiss to the top of his head, his breath rushing out his nose and ruffling Lars’ 


hair as they both fight for control. 


Lars can still feel James' erection pressing into his stomach, his own rubbing on James’ thigh and sending 
shudders through his small body each time he flexes his hips, and suddenly he's not sure he wants James to 


regain his control this time. Not sure he wants to regain his own. 


Lars is in the mood to be fucked hard and fast - mercilessly - until he's sore and spent and can't take it 
anymore. It's even rarer than this time alone that they get to let go and not worry about every Tiny sound, 
about making sure they keep enough control that they don't cry out, about giving themselves away. 


Tonight probably isn't the best night either - anyone walking past could hear them, but its been so long and 
Lars is desperate, and he's aching already. 


He looks up, takes in the glazed look in James’ eyes, and knows he isn't the only one. 


James just stares down at him for a moment, no doubt seeing the desperation there, and slowly smiles. That 


sly, one-sided smile that Lars knows so well 


Lars rocks his hips against James once again, for good measure, and holds his gaze even as his eyes threaten 


to close against the rush that washes over him as he rubs himself against James. 


He doesn't have to fight for long, barely a second passes before James is pressing back into him, crushing 
Lars against the wall, James‘ mouth overpowering him and swallowing the sharp whine that bursts out, the 


bottle of oil crashing back down onto the table. 
Lars grabs at James’ back, digs his fingernails in, pulls him closer. James arches at the stinging pain and 
responds, one hand fisting in Lars' hair, holding him still, the other pushing hard at his hip, fingers tight enough 


to bruise as he pulls Lars just an inch from the wall and slams him back against it, testing him. 


Lars lets out a cry, muffled by James’ mouth, and arches his chest against James, begging for more. 


This time he's pulled a little further, pushed a little harder, and he responds just as eagerly, his cry even 


louder. 


James pulls his head back a few inches, his hips still grinding against Lars, his knees bending to line their cocks 
up. He studies Lars' face, the lips swollen and wide open, the eyes staring right back at him, asking the question 
- asking to be taken as hard as either of them can stand. 


"Oh fuck yes.. you're serious?" 
Lars just nods, licking his lips, panting hard as James presses their foreheads together, closes his eyes. 


Lars can feel the sweat gathering on his neck, pooling against their chests where they're pressed together, and 
he doesn't know how long they are going to be able to hold out. 


Then, James’ grip on him shifts, one hand sliding down to the junction between Lars' shoulder and neck, holding 
firmly but not tight, not in that spot, but the other hand - Lars knows he is going to have some impressive 
bruises tomorrow - the other hand shifts slightly and digs into the flesh around his hip even harder as James 
rubs his crotch against Lars's, every big of strength in James' guitar-hardened hand squeezing, kneading at his 
skin, pushing him into the wall, and then when Lars least expects it pulling him away and slamming him back, 
not just his hands but his entire body, barely avoiding slamming their heads together, and James' eyes don't 


leave Lars’ face, don't miss the drunk look that comes over him when he's pushed around. 


Lars tries his hardest to keep his eyes open, to keep them locked on James, but they roll back as James' body 
crushes him against the wall, his breath forced out in a yell that's much too loud, and his eyelids flutter 
closed, his body trembling and his fingers flexing. 


"Sshh, oh fuck, ssh. Don't do that to me," James whispers, leaning in until his lips touch Lars’ ear, the tension 


obvious in his muscles. 


Lars only whimpers in reply, his cock pressing against the hardness of another, hips rocking, desperate for the 
fullness of being fucked hard. He rubs the side of his face against James's, pants against his ear, swallows 
against a dry throat to try and force out words. 


"Fuck me.. now. Fuck me hard, right here. James." 

The answering moan and the teeth that close on his ear lobe are worth the effort of forcing the words out, 
James’ hand falling from his hip and searching again for the oil, cursing under his breath when he can't find it, 
but not bothering to look, instead pressing his lips against Lars’, moaning at the taste, the heat, the way Lars 


immediately opens for him. 


Finally his hand falls on the bottle, closing around it as he pulls away from Lars with one last, hard kiss. 


"Turn around," is the simple command, but it's enough. Lars takes a deep breath and turns to the table, 
pushing the papers and cups aside, spreading his legs and bending at the hips, his ass held as high as possible. 


The table is the perfect height, his cock resting between its surface and his belly, trapping it. Lars' breath 


catches in anticipation. 


He can hear James moving behind him, getting rid of his own sneakers and jeans, and then cool hands slide up 
the backs of his thighs, over his ass, onto his lower back, and they press down. Pressing Lars’ cock into the 


table. 
He knows.. James knows. Lars thinks, head spinning as his blood rushes too fast through his veins. 


Then Lars can feel James’ thighs pressing against his, holding him against the table, surely leaving marks 
across his legs, but James' hands are gone and the smell of the oil fills the bus, stray drips landing on Lars’ 


warm skin. 
"Oh, God, yes.. come on," Lars clenches his fists and presses back against James. 


James moans as he slides his slick hands along his own cock, bucking his hips as one hand spreads the oil, the 


other cupping and rolling his balls, the sensation so different with so much oil on his hands. 


Lars opens his mouth as one finger finds the top of his crack and starts sliding down, each breath getting 
louder as the finger gets closer to his hole, finally closing into clenched teeth as it plays over its target once, 
twice. A groan forces its way out of Lars as the finger pushes in - more gently than he'd like, but it still feels 


fucking amazing. 


Pushing back, Lars relaxes and tries to take it further, harder. James doesn't hesitate for long, he has plenty 
of oil on his hands so pushes against Lars's rocking, driving his finger as far in as it will go by the third push. 


Lars yelps, almost in surprise, as James pulls his finger back and thrusts again, twisting it slightly. He reaches 
for the far edge of the table, anchoring himself. James doesn't stop, his finger thrusting faster, harder, 
twisting until Lars is open enough for one to become two. He slows down a little, making sure Lars is alright, 


crooking his fingers instead. 


It's amazing for James to watch, Lars’ back arching off the table and then back down as he flexes, lifts his 
ass to meet James' thrusts, fucking himself shamelessly against James’ hand. 


"Harder.. more.. oh, God.. harder." Lars gasps, turning his head to meet James’ eyes. 
James damn near whimpers, his cock throbbing so hard he has to close his eyes and take a deep breath 


before he shifts his weight back onto his heels, removing his fingers from Lars’ ass and spreading the excess 


oil on his own cock, guiding it forward, pressing it against Lars‘ entrance. 


Lars shifts and the head of James’ cock slips inside the first ring of muscle, both men gasping at the 
tightness, Lars trying not to tighten too hard just yet. 


"Holy shit, oh fuck, fuck. Yes," James chants, hands gripping Lars' hips again as he starts to push forward 


slowly, enjoying every inch as his cock slides deep inside Lars. 
Lars tilts his hips, pushes back, forehead pressed hard against the table and low whine leaking out his mouth. 


This is it. This is what he's been fucking waiting for - this full, stretching, burning feeling that's so fucking 
good, 


He feels James’ hips press against his ass and knows James is all the way in He can feel James’ legs shaking 
against his, feel James’ fingers digging into his hips, finally feel James’ cock shifting as he starts to move - 
just his hips at first, but the rhythm builds quickly, James pulling on Lars' hips even as Lars uses the little 
leverage he gets from the far edge of the table to push back. 

James’ hands shift, first sliding up Lars' back, then pressing his shoulders hard into the table, pinning him. 


Lars can feel the table edge digging into his legs, the solid surface putting almost too much pressure on his 
cock as James leans over him, but still Lars urges him on. 


‘Harder... faster.. fuck me.. harder.. come on.. fuck.. yes.. harder.” 
Each word comes out in an explosive gasp as James slams harder and harder against him, winding him. 


James' hands slip down onto the table, really leaning over Lars now, standing on his toes to get as much 


leverage as possible, every muscle all the way up his legs to his own ass clenched to breaking point. 


Lars’ knuckles are white against the table, and he still pushes himself back, legs spreading further, trying to 
take James as deep as possible, his chant climbing higher and louder. 


Lars shifts along the table, sliding further onto it, his body slick with sweat and his grip on the table slipping. 


James grunts and clenches his teeth, shifts one hand to grab Lars’ hip again, pulls him back even further than 
before, making Lars stand, his elbows resting on the table but his cock free. 


Lars lets his head collapse against the table, bends his arms back to push his palms against the closest edge. 
He spreads his legs further, tilts his hips, and oh God, he's sure James is further inside him than he's ever 


been. 


Everything burns, his ass, his wrists, his hips, his legs from straining so wide, but James is fucking him so 
hard, rubbing back and forth over his prostate. Lars would swear the whole bus was moving, had to be 


rocking, but he couldn't care. 


James is grunting with every thrust, bent over Lars with one hand on the edge of the table and the other 
holding Lars' hip, still digging in, still leaving bruises. He knows he's getting close, knows he has to get his hand 


to Lars’ cock; wants to touch him, to feel Lars pulse in his hand as he drives him over the edge. 


Lars' muscles start to clench on their own, tightening around James, earning him a yell that gets muffled 
against the back of his shoulder, teeth sinking in as James' shout fades to a moan, and James' hand reaches 


around Lars' hip, finds his cock and squeezes hard. 


‘Tuck, yes, yes, fuck me.. harder.‘ Lars raises his head, shifts his grip so that he can slap one hand over his 
own mouth, keeping in the full throated yell he wants to let out. 


James couldn't stop if his life depended on it, his hips slamming against Lars with every bit of strength he has, 
his shaking hand holding as tight as possible to the table as his own legs threaten to give out on him.. so close. 


He knows Lars is too, he can feel the tremors running over his skin, feel the clenching of Lars‘ muscles around 
him. James grits his teeth and thrusts harder, faster, his hand on Lars’ cock trying to keep up even as his 


hips lose their rhythm. 


Its Lars that reaches his limit first, every muscle locking and teeth biting down hard on his own hand as one 
particularly violent thrust lines up with an accidental squeeze on the head of his cock and pleasure crashes 
over him, his legs shaking uncontrollably as James struggles to thrust through the sudden tightness, the 


constant pulsing of muscles around his cock sending James over the edge as well. 


James keeps thrusting, his hips moving on their own, his hand still stroking Lars' cock, slowing as its pulsing 
starts to subside and Lars shudders against him. 


Lars' legs won't hold him as his body comes down from his orgasm and he starts to collapse, forehead still 
resting on the table, breath still rushing out of his lungs faster than he can suck in the air. James isn't much 
better but he wraps his arms around Lars' hips, carefully slips his softening cock out and eases him down as 


much as he can before collapsing on top of him. 
‘Oh, shit," Lars moans, twisting to sit and then lay on the small space of floor. 


There's barely enough room on the floor for one so James’ legs stretch over the top of Lars's, his back 
resting against the very wall he had Lars pinned against earlier. He's sure they made way too much noise, and 
probably gave the suspension on the bus a good work out, and he hopes no one was around, especially if they 
heard both voices raised. 


Lars looks up at James, at his hair sticking to his neck, and a shudder runs through his body, a last bit of 
escaping energy. James’ eyes are still glazed, his chest still heaving, but his hand reaches out for Lars’ hip, the 
bruising already starting to show up, and he smiles apologetically. 


"s'ok?” James asks tiredly. 


‘Worth it; Lars grins, shifting his hips to indicate his spent cock, cum still glistening on the end of it, then 


grimaces as he realises his ass is indeed as sore as he had wanted. 


‘Dick, James rolls his eyes, tucking his feet under him to push himself up as he goes back to being the James 


that doesn't touch or lean on Lars. 


Lars smiles and holds his hands up, waiting until James reaches down to haul him to his feet before jumping 


up, taking James by surprise and pinning him against the wall. 
‘The fuck's wrong with you?” James tries not to smile as he growls. 


Lars doesn't answer, just reaches up and grabs two handfuls of James’ hair, yanking him down to his level and 


kissing him firmly, flicking his tongue at James's lips until James gives in and opens to him. 


That's all Lars needs - he's well and truly fucked, his ass is burning, his hip is going to be three shades of 
purple tomorrow, and while they're alone James will kiss him back with every ounce of energy he has, even if 


he won't usually initiate contact himself. 


